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Thou bait cald me to all thefe bitter names, 
gt'CMar, Why To I did,but looke for ho reply : 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Qh. Tis done by me, and ends by Margret - 
Thushaueyou breathed your curfe againft your felfe. 

QMar. Poore painted Queene,vaine flourifh of my for* 

W hy ftrewft thou Sugar on that bottled fpider, ( tune : 

Whole deadly webbe infnarcth thee about ? 

Toole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy felfe, 

Thetime will come when thou fhalt wilh for me. 

To helpethce curfe that poyfoned bunch-backt Toade, 

Haft. Falfe boafting woman, end thy franticke curfe, . 
Leaft to thy harme thou moue our patience. ( mine. 

O.Mar* Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mou'd 
Ri . Were you well feru’d,you would be taught your duty. 
QJffar. To ferue me well, you fhould]doeme duty. 

Teach me to be your Queene, and you my fubie&s , 
Obferue me well and teach your felues that duety. 

Dorf. Dilpute not with her, (he is lunatique- 
^Mar. Peace mafter Marquefie, you arc malapert, 
Your fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarcecurrant : » 

O that your young Nobility could iudge, 
what’twere to loofe it, and be miferable ? 

'I hey that ftand high,fiaue mighty blafts to (hake them, 

And ifthey fall, they dafh them to pieces- 
Glo . Good counlellmarry , learnc it,learne it Marqudfc. 
Derf, It toucheth you (my Lord) as much as me. 
G/«.Yea,and much more, but I was bornefohigh. 

Our Afery buildeth in the Cxdars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the funne- 
gKMar* And turnes the Surme to (hade, alas, alas. 
Witnefie my funne, now in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright outfhiningbeames, thy cloudy wrath, 

Hath inetemall darkenelTc foulded vp : 

Your Aiery buildeth in our Aieries neait. 

O God that feeft it, doe not fuffer it : 

Asitwaswonne with blood,loft be it fo. 

Haue done for fhame, if not for chanty. 

Q. Mar. Vrge neyther charity nor fhame to me, 
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Inline of league and amity with thee , 

Now g farre befall thee and thy Princely houfe. 

Thy garments are not (potted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compafie of my curfe- 
Bnckft* or noneheere, for curfes neuer pafle 
The liis of them that breathe them in the ayre. . 

Q Afar. He not beleeuebut they a fiend theskie, 
Anathere awake Gods gentle deeping peace- 
o 'Backtngham , beware of yonder dogge, 

Looke when he fawnes he bites, and when he bites, 
Hisvenome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to doe wi th him, beware of him • 

Sinne,d«ath,and hell,hath fet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attent on him. ? 

Git. What doth (bee (ay my Lord of Buckingham . 
Buck, Nothing that I refpea my gratious Lord. 

G), yJAw.What deft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun* 
AndTooth the diuell that I warne thee from * ( «»> 

O but remember this another day , 

When he (hall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay, poore Margret wa s a Prophetefle, 

Liuc each of you, the fubiea of his hate. 

And he toyou,andallof you to Gods. £***• 

Haft. My haire doth ftand an end to heart her curies- 
A;«.And fo doth mine, I wonder (hues at liberty ? 

Glo. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 
Sneehath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done* 

Hdft. 1 neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong, 

I was too hotte to doe feme body good. 

That is too cold in thinking on it now : 

Marry asfoiC/tfrw'G hee is well repayd, . _ 



